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Blocked tails and threw up clumps of snow with their hoofs.
<    Terrible as was this first moment of the arrival of the
enemy troops, the risible Dunia could not restrain herself
even then.  When the patrol turned back she snorted into
her apron and ran into the kitchen.  Natalia met her with
(a frightened stare.
" What's the matter ? " she asked.
" Oh, Natalia. . . . My dear. . . . How they ride thair
horses ! One man was wriggling backwards and forwards,
backwards and forwards in the saddle . . . and his arms and
elbows were knocking against his sides."
So well did she imitate the Red Army men rolling in their
saddles that Natalia ran, suppressing her laughter, to the
bed and threw herself face downward on the pillow, to avoid
drawing down her mother-in-law's wrath upon her. Dana's
eyebrows quivered with her nervous laughter, and she
-remarked between her outbursts:
"I'm afraid they'll wear their trousers into holes. Call
themselves horsemen . . . ! "
Even Piotra, who came gloomily in from the best room,
was cheered for a moment by their merriment.
" It's strange to watch the way they ride," he said.
" But they don't mind. If they break one horse's back
they'll just take another ! The peasants ! " He waved his
hand in a gesture of ineffable contempt.
An hour later Tatarsk was filled with the sound of tramp-
ing feet, strange speech, and barking dogs. An infantry
regiment with machine-guns on sledges, transport wagons
.and a field kitchen crossed the Don and poured into the
village. The soldiers streamed down the streets, breaking
into groups and entering the yards. Five of them came
through the Melekhov gate, led by a thickset, elderly, clean-
shaven man with flat broad nostrils, evidently an old active
service man. He halted at the steps for a moment, watching
the dog barking and choking on its chain, then removed his
rifle from his shoulder. The shot brought a white mist of
snow down from the roof of the hut. Adjusting the tight
collar of his shirt, through the window Gregor saw the dog
rolling in the bloodstained snow, in its death-throes biting
its wounded side and the iron chain. He saw the women's
faces, the vacant eyes of his mother. Hatless, he
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